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	Schmaltz and Whiskey

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything of the Teen Titans, except for this plot, which, in all consideration, isn't really a part of the original Teen Titans scheme. **

* * *

><p><strong>This is my first Teen Tians fanfiction, but not my first time writing. Hope you all enjoy, I apologise for any OOC behaviour. <strong>

**I will not apologise for being Australian. If you don't like my language's quirks, that's not my problem.**

**Don't forget to read and review!**

* * *

><p>The Hexagon was dark, packed and reeking of alcohol and hormones.<p>

Exactly as she remembered it.

Raven stalked into the midst of grinding bodies with the sort of determination that only an upset woman could achieve, dressed in civilian clothes and looking like she might commit murder at any given moment.

Why?

Because she was tired.

Tired of shoving down her emotions. Tired of dealing with Beast Boy's bullshit. Tired of Starfire's cheery ignorance. Tired of the way even her friends treated her like she was a ticking time bomb.

But most of all, she was tired of Robin.

Even now, she could sense him hammering on their link, trying to force his way into her mind - or, at the very least, get her to respond.

_Bastard_.

A large hand grazed her hip, effectively distracting her from the desperate attempts of her "leader" and the hurt that was pooling in her gut like a puddle in the rain. She hissed and spun on her heels, hands clenched into fists, but no man stood there. It could've been an accident. Not one of the nearby people she was picking up on seemed to harbour any convicting thoughts. There were so many, though - she might have missed a few.

So many people . . .

The crush of bodies was suddenly too much. Her head began to pound as a hundred different thoughts patterns scrabbled for her attention.

This was the dark side of night clubs. Sure, the clamour provided her with a distraction, an easy way to shut out her teammates and the irritation that came with dealing with them. But it was also painful.

Raven fought the urge to clutch at her head as she shouldered her way through the mostly taller crowd, aiming for the wall that hosted the main bar. She finally broke free, but had apparently been jostled off course, instead coming to face an empty booth. Thick, pale curtains concealed most of the area behind it, contrasting almost pleasantly with the dark wood that screened off the sides.

She only stood there for a moment, checking to confirm that there wasn't a reservation for the booth before staggering behind the curtain. No one stopped her.

Raven's legs gave under the strain of all the clubbers' emotions, landing her on the edge of a cushioned seat. Her hands wandered over the material - vinyl, most likely. But the smell . . . Leather, maybe. It wouldn't be surprising, after all, this was The Hexagon, one of the higher-end night clubs.

She recalled the last time she had registered this smell. Several months ago, that summer night when her team had all but kidnapped her in the hopes that she would join them.

They had been reminded that night of just how competitive their resident dark bird was, and she had been reminded the following morning as to why it wasn't a logical decision to accept a drinking challenge from a half-wasted Beast Boy. She may have successfully out-drank the changeling, but slamming a half-pint of a drink with an alcohol percentage of roughly 46% was under no circumstances a good idea.

The tiniest of smiles graced her features, but her hoodie concealed the merriment, and it also hid how fast that smile disappeared.

As far as she could remember, that was the last instance n which she went more than a week without getting "the talk" from Robin.

_Conceited piece of shit._

Raven knew that her actions were childish. She had lashed out at her leader, run away from the conflict.

But he had struck first. And in her current state, that seemed like an apt excuse for her behaviour.

Retaliation.

What did he expect, after the stunt he pulled? For her to roll over and beg for forgiveness, to admit that he was right, and she was in the wrong?

Yeah, right.

An irritating noise brought her out of her rage-filled reverie. It took, her a moment, but then she connected the noise to the vibrations in her back pocket, and pulled out her communicator. Even in her half-numb rage, she had grabbed it before storming from the Tower. Years of ingrained instinct from a life of saving innocents overrode the general rebellion that had her leaving in such a rush.

It was Cyborg, not the Bird Brain.

Raven loved the half-metal man - he was her big brother, in a sense. If it came to it, she could trust him with just about anything. But right now, she couldn't answer. She would lose it if she did, and a magical meltdown in _this_ place would only bring disaster. So she hit _ignore_, trying not to wince at Cyborg's reaction to her avoiding talking with him.

Less than a minute later, her communicator buzzed again. A message, from Cyborg, and a missed call from the Boy Blunder. She read the message, ignoring the latter notification.

**Hey, Raven. **

**I'm not sure what's happening, but I know the Bird Brain's got something to do with it. Take your time, come home safe. I'll stand by you, but please contact us, and soon. Star is worried sick, and I don't think I'll be able to keep BB from ripping Robin apart for much longer.**

Raven felt her heart melt a little, but it soon hardened. Starfire -

No, she was just a puppet. It wasn't her fault, not really. But still, it hurt, more than she would like to admit.

A sigh escaped her, and she quickly messaged back.

**Cyborg,**

**Relax, you and I both know I can take care of myself. I'll be back before dawn, but right now I need my space.**

**Tell Star that I'm fine, and no, it's nothing she did. Give Beast Boy something to play with, that should keep him distracted for a while.**

With the message sent, she slipped the bright yellow object back into her pocket, shifting to brace her elbows against the dark grain of the table. She scooted back in the seat and let her head drop. Her muscles relaxed as far as she would let them, and she massaged her temples, focusing on blocking out the roar of the dancers.

Since Trigon and the whole end-of-the-world fiasco, her skills as an empath had improved exponentially. After several moments, her senses were no longer running on overdrive. The headache dissipated, and as the crowd's emotions dulled, she realised Robin was no longer straining against the wall she'd slammed down between him and her, temporarily severing the link. She felt calm, loose - free, almost.

Well, until someone invaded her space.

Her head shot up before the man had a chance to open his mouth, purple hair kicking with the motion and bouncing against the back of her neck.

He was a total stranger.

He was tall, over 6 foot, and naturally tan, with two symmetrical freckles that sat at the tapered end of his brows. His hair was a black so dark that even in the murky light of The Hexagon, it appeared blue. His had almost aristocratic features - high cheekbones, a soft, strong jaw, a slender nose. His throat was strong, Adam's apple a complimentary pressure behind his skin. His shoulders were broad, waist narrow, and legs long. Every inch of him was packed with finely toned muscle.

It wasn't the reason she suddenly sat straighter.

His molten silver eyes, though rather striking, weren't what caused her reaction, either.

No. Even though the man was a complete and total stranger, he seemed _familiar._ Which was really quite creepy.

"Raven?"

Even his voice was foreign, but that didn't ease her suspicions. The way he held himself, that cocky could-care-less vibe he was giving off . . .

Words failed her, and he ducked inside, the curtain once more closing them off to the pandemonium outside. He scooted into the seat opposite her, leaning back and tucking his hands behind his head as if she weren't a half-demon, and a Titan. The grace with which he moved was familiar too.

"Don't recognise me, Violet?"

Violet? But only one person had ever called her -

"X?"

"The one and only."

"You mean the second," Raven hissed dangerously, hands suddenly encased in dark energy - a warning.

"True, true," he replied hands still resting at the nape of his neck. "But you have to admit, I wear the suit better than the Boy Blunder ever did." He glanced at her , head cocking like a cat watching its prey. "You can relax, Violet. I'm not here to steal, just came for a drink. Though I must ask, what on Earth are you doing here? You don't seem the type to go out to a place like this just for the sake of it."

Raven was still spooked. Red X? Why was he really here? She brushed against his conscience, searching for deceit, for aggression. Nothing. Only curiosity.

_Strange. Very strange._

Slowly, she lowered her hands, the energy fading.

"What do you want, X?"

"From you? Nothing, not right now." He smirked that damn sexy smirk of his.

_His _what_? What is wrong with you?_

"You want a drink?"

Normally, Raven would have pinned him to the wall of The Hexagon by now, and called the other Titans. But with Robin's cruel words still fresh in her mind, and with the image of what she knew she would most likely never have burned into her retinas, she felt a little more inclined to disobey the unspoken code of the superhero.

"Sure, X. I could use something to take my mind off things."

He flashed another grin and stood from the table, walking only a few steps before stopping and poking his head out of the gap between the curtains. His arm disappeared too, but then he was back in his seat, making himself at home. An instant later, one of the waitresses who were insane enough to apply for a job at the club appeared. Her smile was huge and genuine, brown hair softly curled and bouncy. She zeroed in on X, and if it was possible, her smile grew.

"What'll it be tonight, Xavier?"

"Whiskey. Tennessee Honey, if you've got it."

She raised her brows just a little, still smiling. "Of course, Xavier. What about your friend, here?"

Raven nearly balked at the word "friend," but _Xavier _covered for her.

"She'll have the same."

The cheery waitress nodded, jotted it down on a piece of note paper, and vanished. Raven slowly turned back to the man sitting across from her. To her surprise, and her shock, he was watching her carefully. She nearly flinched at the attention, but years and years of self-control and battling her own will kept her still.

"So, _Xavier_, why are you staring?"

"Because I haven't seen anything quite so beautiful in my entire life."

All those years of self-control, all those years of shutting everything off, remaining detached, piecing herself together after every disaster, every lesson learned, every enemy defeated . . .

It all went out the window. Her eyes widened, her heartrate picked up, her mouth fell open, and every single emotion that raced through her head kissed her features.

"W-what?"

* * *

><p><strong>AN: There you have it, guys.**

**Should I continue, or lie down and accept defeat?**

**Were they too OOC? Does my writing confuse you? Is there anything I should fix?**

**Let me know! All you need to do is review. I'm fairly sure it won't kill you.**

**~Perfect Vice**


End file.
